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Forget not then thine own approved,
The which so long hath thee so loved,
Whose steadfast faith yet never moved:
Forget not this.

LXXIX

O MISERABLE sorrow, withouten cure,
If it please thee, lo, to have me thus suffer,
At least yet let her know what I endure,
And this my last voice carry thou thither
Where lived rny hope, now dead for ever:
For as ill grievous is my banishment,
As was my pleasure when she was present.

LXXX

IF with complaint the pain might be expressed

That inwardly doth cause me sigh and groan,

Your hard heart and your cruel breast

Should sigh and plain for my unrest

And, though it were of stone,

Yet should remorse cause it relent and moan*

But since it is so far out of measure

That with my words I can it not contain,

My only trust, my heart's treasure,

Alas, why do I still endure

This restless smart and pain?

Since if ye list ye may my woe restrain.

LXXXI

YE Icnow, my heart, my lady dear,
That since the time I was your thrall
I have been yours both whole and clear,
Though my reward hath been but small:
So am I yet, and more than all.
And ye know well how I have serv'd^
As if ye J>rove it shall appear,

How well, how long,

How faithfully,

And suffered wrong

How patiently.

Then since that I have never swerved,
Let not my pains be undeserved.